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"the poor heart to indulge its 

prosch on us; or reproach which ix partly 

uy for 
t searching wo shall return to Him who | 
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THR ENEMY, 

[coxcrunen,) 

Lather's parable represents Satan the 
privee holding a conference of the lost spirits 
who do his work in the world. * | met a 
gallant ship carrying treasure on the deep,” 
said one ol these cmissarvies; * L raised the 
winds, and the waters heaved, The shi 
fought well with the waves, but ut length \ 
succeeded und sho sank,” * Well done,” said 
the prince of the power of the air, * | met 
a caravan orossing the desert, furnished with 
previous things, and many men, 1 broughs 
the wind of the wilderness, nnd the thunders 
rolled, and the lightning flashed, Kvery lite 
wus destroyed, and nowe remains to tell iv; 
the sands of the desert rose und buried them,” 
«Well done,” said the enemy of mun, * yot 
you ouly sent them the sooner Aeme.” Hut 
while the recital went on of all the evil hell 
can work on carth, a spirit came with haste 
aud malice, saying, * { mot a young Christian 
tull of love and hope, and his foot seemed as 
unwearied as my own, 1 sent perscoution on 
him, but it daunted him not, 1 tried flat 
tary aud the smile of the world, 1 left him 
not by night or day. Fe began to weary, he 
ve to work, 1 watched him on till sleep 
evuroame hiw, the sleep of the soul, and now 
ho's Jast asleep.” And at the news, and 
vaults of the durk region rang again with 
shouts of triwmph, 

Chelstian, it is his ohiefost effort in this 
world to set us to slop, He hes opiates for 
exch disposition, indulgences to offer to us all. 
How spooiously wad PM he pleads with 

rling sin? lo 
it not a little ope? + Is it not » Inpo- 
sition carried a little too far 7 LI he can ine 
duce sloop, it is all he asks. With noisoless 
stop, unseen, unheard, disbelieved in, he so- 
cures his prey. When we ure awakes and 
sober, and watobing, there is not so much w 
fonr. Lo may tempt us to act rashly or in 
consistently, but that will bring us to tours 
aud bitterness of henrt, It will lead us to 
Christ suew, Baten way blow on our pride 
sud miserable sollowill, But the flame be 
ralwes will itsell’ punish us, Wao shall tall, 

bug te rue again, He way bring unjust re. 

just and partly unjust. The reprosches of 
thom that reproach Jesus rise not so high 
as His heaven, and must needs fall on the 
peor worms that are ereeping out their little 
course through the blast, trusting in His 
name, Hulse reprosch will fall harmless us 
the snow-fluke, and, like it, melt uway, Jesus 
will come to wipe off with His.own hund, 
And wherein we des rved it, Ho will chasten 

giving » handle to the enemy, With 

wots us (reo, Bat sleop, slop, sleep will undo 
wy, It will hurt wll round us, A erust of 
carelessness in forming on our souls continu. 
ally, exoept when ghe Holy Spirit is working 
in us to break it through, It is possible to 
speak the words of God in a way that puts a 
tuolt negative on all we muy. Satan's euptives 
ave all In earnest wbout something, If you 
toll thew in u dey formal way that the house 
is on five, they will judge it wt onee to be » 
tiotlon. You pioless to follow One who 
gave blood for your ransom, wnd you live 
own the testimony by a careless, osy lite, 
more self-indulgent than their pwn, You 
play into Butun's hands, You give him all 
he weks, Lot us not yield to him now when 
the ages of his power wre so nearly run out, 
Lot us reject his bribes, He is doomed, sen. 

bent on workiug all his will on earth, will be 
bas to bend his proud neck to the chain that 
hangs reddy in the angel's hand, 

will it be 10 guther in the harvest 
through millenniul yours, to count in the will, 
ing thousands us, sllused by love, they pa 
along to crown our Jesus Lord of all! or 
the shall hinder no more. the 
It mob even bo a honour to follow 
wy in PAIS ufliof sud shame? With. 

bope of the vest ou high, our 
would many « time lie down weary and faint, 
\nd yot if wo were amid in. glories, aad 

goring on the Lamb, might we not covet one 
ervand from Him into the lost world, that 
for once wo might speak the* wondrous truth 
aright in sinners’ eurs, Spirit of power, xo 

{enlighten us to think and pray, to work and 
win, a8 if we had once been across the thres- 
hold, and looked into heaven, and-~into hell ! 

Even if the devil's power be wholly con- 
fined to (his earth, see what he has done! 

Faber thought he discovered from Serip. 
ture that this earth was, of old, the princi. 
pality of Satan,  Whethor this be true or no, 
his arm was strong enough to wrest it “way 
from allegiance to the mighty Ged, He 
broke into the sanctuary of our Eden, lo 
built the Babel tower, He led men on to 
make earth so vile that a flood must cleunse it 
He blasted Sodom and Gomorrah with erime, 
He sot up the golden oalt in the luce of Sinai, 
He drew the plan for the betrayal of the 
Lord before the eye of the covetous diseiple. 
Fast as the Christinn Church was reared, he 
raised within her his own lying antichrist, 
He lighted every pile of wh on. Bh 

Has Satan not all but ruined ourselves ? 
Did he vot-this very morning nearly persuade 
us to leave off working lor Jesus 1 How can 
wo wonder at his power over his captives 
when he is so often on the verge of destroy 
ing us, the free? Do you uot hear his ne- 
cusing voice ¥ Who but he would drive in- 
to our soul from his vile quiver au arrow, and 
then put forth & white angel hand to life it, 
saying, * This dart was found in Thy ohitd's 
beart,. Kutertainest Thu such obildren in 
Thy house, Keeper of leracl?' Who but 
he would whisper to us that our God is a dis- 
honest Promisor, aud then torture us with the 
sin of the doubt? Satan cannot endure to 
see a pardoned sinner gazing up into-the Kye 
of (Love thet lights the throne, For be, 
outosst, has no way hack to the presence 
chamber, He is bent on bregkiog up our 
poanco with God, He knows, il he succeeds, 
that he will change our garden of delights in 
to & treadmill of heartless duty, Aud yet, 
have we not contivually yielded basely to 
him, and believed him rather than the Spirit 
ol truth? ; 

Til the god of this world shall, by the 
strongest hand in the universe, be ry 
from the coufliot, the mysterious thwarting of 
the gospel invitation shall go on. Till then 
shall the tavern open lor the ball-eured 
drunkard, who would fain muster strongth of 
resolution to pass the door, Till then, the 
impure bait shall bo laid out for those who 
fain would walk in the strength of a beloved 
mother's precept. Till then, the novel shall 
lie ready for the night hour ol her who means 
10 read her Bible alterwards, Till, then, the 
remuing of past agos shall be dug up to be. 
wilder the wind of the philosop'ior, instead 
ol leading it up to the Alpha who will so 
shortly read to us, with His own voice, all 
the mysteries of Mis lair handiwork : Hur 
NO LONGER, 

— nrc © wan - comme wll na 

SPEAKING THROUGH TEARS, 

Old Mr. Malcom wha a stern, serious man, 
Almost from the beginning, lite had gone 
roughly with him, The young human plant 
had not grown up in a hot house, ourctully 
sheltered and teuderly nurtured ; but out on 
a bleak hillside, where the rough wiad com- 
yon fibre of its nature, and twisted 
t into unhundsome shapes; where the hot 
puns dried up its moisture snd stunted ity 
growth, Bat the roots struck down deeply 

wnd wok firm hold, There was strength, and 
toughness, sud tenacity ; though veithor bowu- 
Ly vor grace, 

With no heart to love him, and no hand to 
guido him into sale paths, Mr, Maleom went 
astray in the days of early manhood, He 
wout very far astray, debasing and degrading 
himsclt, + A rough, hard, strong-willed young 
man, he brooked no remonstranges or re 

proots ; aud i furee of an kind wire brought 
sgalust him, ho fought his way through with 
a florce strength that made him uw dangerous 

A now oireuit reacher came into the neigh. 

borhood whore lived when ho was about 
on ears of age, und held meeting, 
oe 4 school house~u man of more 

earnestness, who had great’ power 
In speukivg. Qousidersblo interest iu spirit. 

¥ 
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preferred the tippling shop und vicious com- 

url things was awakened. Malcom heard 
him talked about, and, ns was usual with him 

when religion or a minister was the theme, 
answered scoflingly. Some of his woquaine 
tances tried to get him to the school-house on 
Sunday to hear the new preacher; but he 

panions, 
One day, while the preacher still lingered: 

in this part of the civeuit, Malcom met him 
in the road, They were alone. The preachs 
or bad heard of Malcom,.and Malcom had 
heard of the preacher—both men being noted 
in their way. The proncher stopped, with 
his mild, calm eyes fixed on Mulcom's lace, 
Malcom seowled and moved on, 

“ My brother,” said the preacher, kindly, 
and held out his hand, 

« Don't brother me, you sanctin:onious old 
hypoorite !" exclaimed Mulcom, luging round 
and confronting the preacher, Ho looked 
fierce and threatening. 
“We are children of one Father,” ans 

wored the preacher, in u onlm voice, still hold. 

ing out his hand. 
Ya his blind passion, Malcom struck the 
preacher's hand, accompanying the abt of vio- 
lence with an oath of such deep prolanity 
that the preacher shuddered nnd turned pale, 
Ho was a true servant of His Divine Muster 
—who, while on earth, went about doing 

The blow did not hurt him hall so 
much as the evidenve it gave of the man's 
tearful depravity, He did not feel” it as 
aimed at himselt, but at the Lord, whose 
minister he was, 
The preacher stood still, with his penetrat- 

ing eye resting on the man, A tender sorrow 
veiled his face. 

“ You have burt me here, my friend,” he 
said, gently, but not weakly or timidly, lny- 
ing his band against his breast, * My hand 
does not feel the blow; but my heart is uch. 
ing. I am only solicitous for your good.” 

I'he preacher's eyes were dim—he was 
speaking through tears, When a wan thus 
speaks, his words bave power, Malcom's 
whole aspect changed, 
“My brother!" said the preacher, again 

extovding his bund, Muloom hesitatingly 
accepted it. “My brother,” added the 
preacher, still speaking through tears, ** why 
should wo stand apart? hat is it that 
comes between us T—evil or good 

“ Kvil, and not good,” replied Maleom, in 
a voice so changed that it sounded vey in his 
OWE Ou IN, 

“ Put it away,” said the preacher, * You 
are a strong man, sod God wanes you, He 
is calling you now through His servant, Ha 
hus work lor you to do; und all who do Lis 
work have a precious roward,” 
The two men sat down by the roadside, 

aud wlked long together ; thon, going inte 
the woods, where human cyos might not seu 
them, they kuelt, and the preacl®r besought 
God's mercy and lorgiveness for Lis long: 
erring but now repentant son, 

From that time Maloom's feet walked in 
another way, Ho left the paths of vice and 
sin, and became wn active member of the 
ohurch, The chunge was remarkable, In a 
sing'e hour his whole external life took a new 
form. The tippler was no longer seen in 
dram shops; the scofler at religion tuned hiy 
steps to the house of prayer ; the man“ul vio. 
lence placed bit ol ourb oo his eruel pas 
sions. lo all mattors of religion he wus 
soulows, Btrong-willed and persistent of 
charaoter, he naturally became a loader 
among his brethten, Thore was 00 soltness 
about him, His vatursl temperament re. 
mained, The forms of life, twisted, vompaet. 
ed, stunted in growth by the rough storms 
und hot suns of bis early winters und sum. 
were were not changed ! but new purposes im. 

lod him To & new direction, fio Wis 8 
ter wan aud & botter oitisen, He wis 

working to higher onds} but he found it 
pusior to work on the material outside than 
loside of himself,” As he saw, he walked, 
sod walked ja the narrow way leading to lite 
elornal, 

In a year be married an excellent young 
woman, also & member of the ehurch. He 
established himself fu business, snd, Nl 1 
industry snd attention thereto, prospered. Al 

h of thirty he wis a olass-loader, Hay. 
ft of language, united with much 

lervor  “ioy be wes scoeptible in this 
posicion, His ofuss was always full ; snd the 

members thereof often spoke of the precious 
senson” they had together, : 

No the yours went on, Mr, Malcom had 
childron ; human souls whose lives coming 
through his lite took therefrom hereditary in. 
clinntions aud a form of lite answering to hia 
own. In a degree they inherited his porverse 
impulses, They were not what we oall good 
children—gentlo, obedient, loving ; but aot. 
ive, seltowilled, und prone to step aside into 
forbidden ways, They constantly disturbed, 
the strong, quick nature of the father, not yot 
wholy «subdued, so making him blind and 
impatient, Tho oldest won was an capeoial 
trial to his father, He resembled him strong: 
ly, both as to personal wppearance and HA 
position, 

Mi. Malcom was not skilled in tho law of 
love ; and, theretorg, his government with his 
children was bused on the law of foros, He 
tried to bend the cold iron by main strength, 
at the risk of snapring ite tough, resistin 
fibres, instead of softening it by the hoat o 
love, and then fashioning its impressible subs 
stance with gentler touches, What followed T- 
It the iron d d not break, it got ugly twists, or 
bent too far, taking always unhandsomer 
pe with every effort of his blind strength, 

So the contest went on betweon him and 
his oldest Loy, John, from childhood to early 
manhood—between the cold, resisting iron 
and the strong hand, - 

“ L will break his will if I broak his heart !* 
Over and over ugain did Me, Maloom come 
up to the fruitless work of reducing his son 
to obedience with this storn sentence on his 
lips. Punishment had heen repented wo often, 
and with such increasing severity, that it had 
become cruelty, And yet there was no 
result, 
An John approached manhood, under. this 

stern diseipline, there began to appear signe 
of resistance, Mp, Maloom was startled and 
distre wed. A painful sense of anxiety held 
buck the mogry impulees that struggled in hia 
heart, A depressing weakness camo over 
him, He had often prayed for his son ; but 
never in the broken voice that now marked 
his petitions, It he had prayed for himself 
it woul L-have been better—lor a solter heart 
towntds hin obi'd—tfor » spirit of tenderness 
and torgiveness—lor love in the place of ane 
gor, The hindrances wore with himsell, Me 
must overcome the hardness of his son, But 
he did not see this, 

John's twenty-first birthday came, For 
thin day the boy had long looked with rest. 
less impationce that had its groundwork in a 
souse of fli] duty, While under age he 
owed submission ; und however hard it was to 
yield under his father's ould und exacting dia 
oipline, be felt himsell bound to the general 
luw of obedience, Hu®t now. he stoud, in 
thought, absolved from the requirem nt of 
this law, He was a man und suswerablo only 
to himsoll. Bo he thdught, and he was in 
carnest, He had been long enough wronohed 
wud beaten upon, That kind of discipline 
unl oeune, 

Thera was a racecourse in the neighbors 
hood, und a purse was to be un for ou John's 
birthday, oan wore held "hore thive o8 
four times in a year, snd John wus olen 
present on these oocunions, though at the risk 
ol punishment if the taot beoumo known to 
his tether, whose interdiction was positive, 
Le wae his lntention te go on this day openly | 
(0 go up & man who had a right to 
his own sobiens, IF it made issue with 
father, his lather would have to give mm. 
Purontnl digigtion was st an end, 

Mr. Maloom had left the break ust ible 
and was passing through the door, when Ma 
heard bis wile say, in & tone of surpriged res 
WOUsSLranoe— ' 

#0), no, no, John 1" 
“ Yeo, mother, 1 am going!" wus ame 

wered, 
“ Going where 1" asked Mr, Maloom, turns 

ing buck. 
No one answered, Ho looked at his wife 

sod he looked at John, Hor lace was trou. 
bled, his resolved, 

“ Where wre you golug. sir 7” demanded 
the {(ather, his a9 feiissias, soruly, 
“To the reces,” said the young wan onlmly, 

voice was & threb of sogor, 
“lam #0, the races.” 
ot aletd Ley my sommsedy 

on you 
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